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Maid. But you are sure you can act your part, and disguise your voice, so that he may mistake that, as he has already mistaken your person ?
Miss Hard. Never fear me. I think I have got the true bar cant. Did your honour call? - Attend the Lion there. - Pipes and tobacco for the Angel. - The Lamb has been outrageous this half-hour.
Maid, It will do, madam. But he's here.        [Exit Maid.
Enter MARLOW
Marlow. What a bawling in every part of the house; I have scarce a moment's repose. If I go to the best room, there I find my host and his story. If I fly to the gallery, there we have my hostess with her curtsy down to the ground. I have at last got a moment to myself, and now for recollection. [Walks and muses.
Miss Hard. Did you call, sir? Did your honour call?
Marlow. (Musing.) As for Miss Hardcastle, she's too grave and sentimental for me.                            [Paces to left.
Miss Hard. Did your honour call ?
[She still places herself before him, he turning away.
Marlow. No, child. (Musing.) Besides from the glimpse I had of her, I think she squints.
Miss Hard. I'm sure, sir, I heard the bell ring.
Marlow. No, no. (Musing.) I have pleased my father, however, by coining down, and I'll tomorrow please myself by returning.
[Taking out his tablets, and perusing.
Miss Hard. Perhaps the other gentleman called, sir?
Marlow. I tell you, no.
Miss Hard. I should be glad to know, sir. We have such a parcel of servants.
Marlow. No, no, I tell you. (Looks full in her Jace.) Yes, child, I think I did call. I wanted -1 wanted - I vow, child, you are vastly handsome,
Miss Hard. O la, sir, you'll make one ashamed.
Marlow. Never saw a more sprightly malicious eye. Yes,